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Chicago Poems 

In the dusk of day-shapes 

Blurring the sunset, 

One little wandering, western star 

Thrust out from the changing shores of shadow. 

Let me go to the window, 

Watch there the day-shapes of dusk 

And wait and know the coming 

Of a little love. 

LOST 

Desolate and lone 

All night long on the lake 

Where fog trails and mist creeps, 

The whistle of a boat 

Calls and cries unendingly, 

Like some lost child 

In tears and trouble 

Hunting the harbor's breast 

And the harbor's eyes. 

WHO AM I? 

My head knocks against the stars. 

My feet are on the hilltops. 

My finger-tips are in the valleys and shores of universal 

life. 
Down in the sounding foam of primal things I reach my 

hands and play with pebbles of destiny. 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

I have been to hell and back many times. 
I know all about heaven, for I have talked with God. 
I dabble in the blood and guts of the terrible. 
I know the passionate seizure of beauty 
And the marvelous rebellion of man at all signs reading 
"Keep Off." 

My name is Truth and I am the most elusive captive 
in the universe. 



MOMUS 

Momus is the name men give your face, 
The brag of its tone, like a long low steamboat whistle 
Finding a way mid mist on a shoreland, 
Where gray rocks let the salt water shatter spray 
Against horizons purple, silent. 

Yes, Momus, 

Men have flung your face in bronze 

To gaze in gargoyle downward on a street-whirl of folk. 

They were artists did this, shaped your sad mouth, 

Gave you a tall forehead slanted with calm, broad wis- 
dom; 

All your lips to the corners and your cheeks to the high 
bones 
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